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Its so warm, caught in James' embrace. | want to push him off. | kinda need to piss and he's drooling on my 
shoulder, but it's too damn cold in this shitty hotel room to get up. Lars is laying on my legs, pinning me 
completely. Cliff is snoring on the couch. 


| love this band. My only real family in the whole fucking world, here in NYC to record our first album. | never 


in a million years thought we'd make it this far, but here we are. 


Lars rolls over sleepily, groaning, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. 


"Shit." He mumbles. He kicks James. "What time is it?" 


"Fuck you." James mumbles, yanking his blanket tighter around himself, and, by extension, me. 


"What time is it?" Lars says louder. He looks at the clock on the bedside table. It's wrong. It reads 1017 pm. 


James scowls and looks at his watch. 


"q5" 


"Shit!" Lars says. "Cliff! Get up! Band meeting!" 


| rub my head, mildly hungover. Fucking Lars, making me get up at some ungodly hour for some stupid fucking 


meeting. Whatever. 


"Can it wait, like, til I'm awake?" | grumble. But | know it can't. If Lars wants it now, he'll get it now. Even if he 


has to drag us, kicking and screaming. 


Surprisingly, no one else seems pissed that he's woken us up at the asscrack of dawn. Usually, Cliff would be 
bitching like nuts by now, but he's up and getting himself a beer without a nasty scowl. 


James yawns, and, like a chain reaction, we all yawn in succession. | flop on the couch and drag a blanket over 


my bare legs. 


"Who's in trouble?" | say jokingly. The three of them exchange a look. No one will meet my eyes. 


"What's going on?" | say again, louder. Lars clears his throat and looks at his feet. 


"Dave, uh-you-you have an attitude problem, and it ain't working for the rest of us." James and Cliff nod. 


| swallow. 


"IIl work on it" | say. Maybe | should drink less. Maybe | should meditate, or some shit. 


"No, Dave.." James trails off, looking helplessly at the other two. "It's too late. We-you-we can't do this 


anymore. Sorry, man We love you-" 


"You're outta the band." Lars says. 


| can't breathe. | can't fucking breathe. My mouth won't work. My lips are moving, | think, but no words are 


coming out. 


"No-" | manage. "No. No, no, no-No fucking way-" 


"We're sorry. Cliff says, avoiding my eyes. "We really are." | believe him, at least. Cliffs a good guy. 


| want to cry, but | won't let them know they hurt me. They can't know they hurt me. | never should have let 


them in, | never should have trusted them. | never should have trusted James. 


Every fucking time, | end up bleeding and broken 


"|." | trail off. | need to breathe. "Goddammit." | hiss. | can't handle this. | can't handle this, so | do the only 
thing | know how to do. | lash the fuck out, and with the intent to hurt them. "You guys won't be SHIT without 
me. | made this band!" | spit, venom flowing through my veins. This is why. This is why they're firing me. Do 
they even have the right to fire me? 


"No, that's where you're wrong." Lars levels. He never could stand to lose. "YOU aren't shit without us. You'll be 
a bum, a junkie." Lars snips. God, | hate that little bastard. Cliff ducks into the bathroom and disappears, and 


James is watching in what appears to be fascinated horror. 


James. My head is spinning. | want to hit him, to watch the blood drip down his face after | bust his nose. | 
want to hurt him like he's hurting me. But | won't, because then he'll know how his silence cut me. How he's 


twisting a rusty knife in my gut. How much | fucking care. 


It almost brings me to my knees, how much | fucking care. But like usual, | school my face into a look of 


vaguely pissed off indifference and cross my arms. 


"Like hell | will" | say, a sneer tugging at my mouth. | can feel my heart hammering against my ribs. | want to 
fucking kill him. Lars. And maybe James too, because | trusted him. "I'm gonna fucking win, whether you guys 


are there or not. | don't need you." 


| then realize that I'm yelling at them in my boxers and a hole ridden Venom shirt, and | feel my face getting 
redder than it already was. 


"Fine." | say, feeling defeated, but mustering up enough of a snarl to show them just how much | don't fucking 


care. "When's my flight leave?" 


"Here." Lars hands me a slip of paper. 


James looks away. 


| glance down at the ticket and my stomach flips over. 


"What the fuck?"| stare at James, who won't look me in the eye. "You guys are sending me on a four day bus 


ride? That leaves in /ess than an hour?" 


"Sorry" Lars shrugs. "We couldn't afford a plane ticket.” 


James still won't look at me. 


"Get your shit together and I'll drive you to the bus station" James mumbles. 


| want to cry. 


Instead, | yank on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt and throw the few belongings | brought with me into my 
backpack. Cliff has made a reappearance, drinking straight vodka at the table. 


"Bye, man" | say. He offers up a small smile. 


"Good luck, Dave." 


"Bye!" Lars chirps. God, | want to punch his stupid fucking smug ass face. 


"Bastard" | snarl, as | shoulder my guitar case and follow James out the door. 


We get in the truck and James turns on the stereo, filling up the crushing silence with Motorhead's Capricorn | 
turn to look at him while he drives. His knuckles are white against the steering wheel, the little crease in his 
forehead that only shows up when he's agitated standing out vividly. 


"| can't believe this." | mutter. 


"You have a fucking drinking problem, Dave, you're a goddamn alcoholic and you're a goddamn flight risk. You're 


too unpredictable and unstable." 


"Yeah? You're a fucking alcoholic, too! | make this band what it is. You'll never find another guitarist good 


enough to replace me!" 


"We already have." James says, parking in front of rat greyhound station 


"What?" | freeze with my hand on the door handle. 


"What?" James says. 


| slowly turn to face him, feeling the rage start to bubble up again, hoping the flames in my eyes aren't 
burning too bright. 


"You already replaced me?" 


"God, shit, | didn't want you to know, | didn't want-" 


"James." 


"to hurt you-" 


"James." 


"-it just happened like this-" 


"JAMES!" 


He lets out a defeated sigh. 


"Kirk Hammett." He says. "I have to go, Dave, his plane comes in at 10:30." 


| can't fucking believe what l'm hearing. 


"You FLEW HM IN?" If | was a dog, I'd be foaming at the mouth. As it is, 'm ready to bite him, make him 
bleed, tear him apart like he's doing to me. "You flew that little bitch in and you're sending me home on a 


goddamn bus? Kirk fucking Hammett?" 


The little twink from Exodus. | should have fucking known. | knew James and Lars were friendly with him, but | 
never in a million years imagined they could stab me in the back like this. Well, | knew Lars would. But never 


James. 


"Fuck you!" | yell as | throw open the door and step out. "Fuck you and fuck Metallica!" 


He gets out too. He has a couple inches on me, but he looks so fucking small, standing there looking like he's 


about to cry. 


My heavy breath makes clouds in the cold New York air as | step towards him. He throws his arms around 
me and squeezes me tight. 


‘lm so sorry." He says quietly, stepping back. Hazel meets bright blue. "Take care, Dave." 


"Yeah." | mumble, watching him get back in the truck and drive away. 


l'm alone. 


| slump down against the concrete wall at the terminal, drawing my knees up to my chest and resting my chin 
on my hands. | light a cigarette and draw in the smoke, wondering what the fuck went so wrong. 


So maybe l'm an alcoholic. Not like James isn't the same, in that respect. He's my goddamn drinking buddy, for 
fuck's sake. 


My best friend. My brother. 


Not anymore. 


| drop my head down on my knees, letting the tears come now that no one's around to see me break My 
shoulders knock against the concrete as | cry. It's ugly and gross and | pray to whatever god there may be 
that no one's passing by. 


What a fucking mess. I'm still in fucking denial that they would leave me here, hungry and cold, with zero 


dollars to my name and a four day bus ticket, but the longer | sit here, the more real it seems to be. 


| wipe the tears and snot off my face with my sleeve and stand up unsteadily. I'm upset, but l'm one spiteful 
son of a bitch. If for no other reason than to fucking outdo fucking Metallica, I'm gonna make it to the top. 


Steeling my mind and stomach, | walk to the bus, head held high, mustering as much dignity as one can have in 


a ratty sweatshirt and hair matted with beer and sweat. 


| may have lost the battle, but I'll win this fucking war. 


